it In feverish haste, unper-
colved, emerging Into & lane. She
pursued her way for half a mile until,

Then, back of that, what she had
pever told him — the story of her

ficlent money to meet all her expens-
es for the coming year. Evary year
she had & letter ready to be sent Lo

father, still alive she believed, but hid- | borritile.

den, an outcast, a refugee in some far
corner of the world

“Leila,” he had sajd, a5 they stood
in the garden of the achool, “1 have
to flee the country, Listen, child, for
I believe 1 am followed. Human
bloodhounds on my tmck. Al
ready they have me (o give up
pearly all my fortune. Thay hungsr
for the rest.  They would impoverish
me [ am innocent of any crime, buat
my thieving business w
shicld shemselves, bave so doctored |

With the moming Leiln proceeded
to the city where the bank was so-
cafed She lmplored its officials to
give her the nddress of her father,
They refused, but offered to forwurd
& letter. She wrote sll of her sad
story and besought her father to take
her away from her heartbreak and
loneliness. .

She remained in the
hotel, where she awnited s repiy. A
wenry month went by. She broke
down with th suspense of the ordeal,
to awaken from & wasting fever one
morping (o stare past her nurse at a
mre standing at the side of the

“Father!” she cried ecstatically.




